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MY GREED. 

I live to sin),' my little lay. 

For love rays it imparts; 
To scatter sunshine every day 

In forlorn human hearts. 
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No treasures have I thee to give, 
No title have 1 greal — 

But these Trail lines I dedicate 
in honor of thee— Mother, 



CONTENTS. 



Dedication 

Preface 

introduction 

Thou Ari The Rose That Bloometh In 
Heart 

A Tribute to Dunbar 

I'm Nothing In Another's Wat 

Lightiif ()' The Lam-ps 
Sweet Valentine 
Tramp s Desire 
The Bachelors Song 
A Kiss 

American Standard 

To A Jonoqnil 
When I Am Near Thv Side 
The Fisherman's Luck 
An Emblematic Bouquet 
What's The Use? 
Contentment 



Renmi »• 

Rejected Manuscript 27 

Star Of The Morning's Dawn 88 

To A Faded Flower 2!) 

I jiil a Johnson's Song 32 

A Watah Melton Sniiliiv On De Vine 34 

A True Woman ♦ 39 

An Bfforl To Remain In School 39 

0. (Jo. I Will Thou Help Me In School 42 

The Sunny South 46 

Parody: A Psalm "t* Love 47 

A Prayer * 49 

To Heart of Oak Series: Hook Four 50 

To Btheopia , 51 

The Morning Star 52 

The End 53 



PREFACE. 



To the Public: In issuing this bpoMel 1 wish to 

state here, that I am nol attempting to launch my 
frail hark upon the " Journalistic sea/' neither am 1 
spreading my poetic "wings to the breeze." I dis- 
claim the title (»f poet and acknowledge to you once 

for all, who and what I am. I am "Invincible Ned," 

a rhyming school boy, who hopes to re-enter school 

and develop himself tp the full extent of his talents 
and abilities. 

It is true that no man ean rise of himself; there- 
fore I need ypUT assistance. 1 must lie encouraged. 
This hooklet is issued as proof positive that ihere 
lie r m me dormant talents which ought to be awak- 
ened and developed. I offer it as a Subscription list, 

to which I trust you will generously subscribe. I 

think after a careful perusa] of these pages, you will 
be convinced that you are aiding a worthy cause by 
helping ;i struggling fellowman In rise. 

There is no better way to show the Christian spirit 

than by "lifting as we climb." As we mount up. 
rung by rung, reach down and lift another. "For 
the least ye do Onto these my little ones, ye do it 

unto Me." 

And now. confiding implicitly in your broadmind- 

ed generosity, your patience and forbearance. I pa8fi 



this "effort" into your keeping, with all its faults and 
inaccuracies, praying that you will ever remember, 
'tis the work of a beginner; and however crude its 
form may be, it is the yearnings of a soul, embodying 
ill its hopes, its fears, its prayers and tears. 

INVINCIBLE NED. 
Louisville, Ky., April 16, 1908. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



Many may ho the poets sown. 
Like seeds in fields 'by men are stro\ 
Thev are like tares in wheat when "r 
Prove at end poets must be horn. 



When a poet takes his pen and scroll to dot a few 
brilliant thoughts, he goes as an artist with his brush 
in hand to paint the world in all its beauty and 
grandeur into a new, majestic and heavenly form- 
or, as a sculptor with his chisd to a huge rough stone 
which lay in the ground seemingly worthless, there 
to depict from it its virtues and mold it into a living 
form of (beauty, splendor and grandeur a figure 
of wonder, astonishment and pleasure. So as 
the poet dots he measures the depth of the sea -with 
one thought. On the wings of imagination he sails 
aloof as an eagle over this endless earth. By use 
of a telescope of thought he blends the beauty of the 
sun, moon and stars. By an eye of faith he views 
the heavens with all their glory, serenity and bliss 
with hosts of angels and our loved ones who have 
gone. Then, with his pen upon his scroll, 'he wields 
his mystic power, 'binds the minds, hearts and even 
the souls of men from time to eternity upon a sheet 
of paper by the very weakest fetter— thought— but 
one so strong that no man can break it. 



THOU ART THE ROSE THAT BLOOMETH IN 

MY HEART. 



Thou art the rose fchai bloom erh in mv heart! 
Pride of Nature, perfection of her art- 
Planted by fingers of Florist above. 
In my garden, my heart, sweet rose I love! 

Through many long winters thy wee heart slept. 
But Ood His true vigil still o'er thee kept; 
And awoke thee at dawn of blissful spring, 
To blow and 'blush while the sweet birdies sing. 

Since T have waited thee, waited so long, 
Ood granted through mercy his gift of song; 
Then as I sang by my rose hush in .June, 
Twas then my darling little rose did bloom! 

And as I watched its sweet petals unfold, 

Their tints of crimson, of purple and gold, 

My heart was then soothed of all cares and throes, 

As I breathed a kiss on thy cheek, sweet rose. 

Thou smiTst. then bluslfst a1 tin 1 cheat of my lip. 
But ne'ertheless of thy sweetness Til sip; 
And o' thy sweet nectar that flows o'er thy brink, 
God granting the pow'r, Til take one deep drink! 
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Of all sweet flow'rs with their petals unfurled 
Thou art fairest, sweetest, in all I he world; 
Though they fling perfume on wind as it blows 
They haven't the dainty sweetness of my rose. 

Flow 'ret that bloweth in this temple o' mine, 
My soul humbly kneels at the beaut 'ful shrine- 
.My hear! brims over with joy as 1 rise, 

For thou art key flower of Paradise, 

When eometh the day for waning my heart 
And from this green earth our sprites must depart 
May then in all glory of heav'n above, 
I worship thee, sweetesl of flowVs of Love! 

Now. my dear wee floweret fare-thee-well ! 
For of thy true virtues, I strive to tell; 
If failed, I have 'tis failure of man's art, 
And not the chief aim of a wooing heart! 

When these mortal temples erumble and fall, 
And inexorable past shall claim all ; 
Thou shalt then flourish and blow as thou art. 
The dear wee rose that bloometh in my heart! 



The K >se That Bloometh in My Heart. 

ft/ 



11 



A TRIBUTE TO DUNBAR. 



Sweetest of singers thou wast, but art no more; 
Thou wast but a shadow of what thou shalt be, 
Where thou art in realms of that celestial shore; 
There thou shalt sing, aye, through all eternity. 
Peerless bard, we bewail thv loss, 

And shed heart-broken tears; 
Though meekly thou hast borne thv cross, 
And winged the flight of years! 

Blessed singer, wrapped in 'heavenly bliss. 

Who of earth's poor mortals thy fortune can tell? 
Perchance thy splendid lot may be solely this. 
To change thy lute with the angel tsrafel. 
If so. then smite thy golden strings. 
With fingers nimble strong, 

Till all along fair heaven rings, 

With cadence of thy song ! 

Tyrant earth once held thee an imprisoned soul— 

Subjected to the torture of 'lentless death— 
But now heaven holds thee in her sheltered fold; 
And gives thee a robe, harp and immortal breath. 
Grant him oh God unfall "ring breath. 

To sing from heav n afar; 
A lay to cheer our souls in death— 
The peerless Paul Dunbar! 



Put Nothing in Another's Way, 



Put nothing in another's wav 
Who's plodding on till rough life 
But fills each heart with joy eae'li day 
With peace instead of strife. 

So, then 'let not a missenl word. 

Or thought, or aet. or deed. 
Be by our weaker 'brother heard 
To cause his heart to bleed! 

Put nothing in another's wav. 

Leave it dear and ample; 
For words and actions day by dav 

Form life's great example. 
Tis then not meet that we should think 

That we are solely free 
In manners, dress, in food, or drink, 

Or fulsome revel rv. 

Put nothing in another's wav 
Nor judge our fellows' deeds; 

But strive to make his spirit gay 
And minister to his needs. 

Nay, but judge that we are lights, 
To guide our weaker brother ; 

So when we reach the dazzling heights 
We'll stoop and lift another. 
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Put nothing in another's way, 

Just learn the Christian art ; 
To let a holy sunny ray. 

Shine in thy brother's heart ! 
Help him to bear his load of care 

Get his soul edified— 
'Twas solely for our soul's welfare 

That Jesus bled and died! 

Put nothing in another's way, 

You who are sent to teach ; 
Cast no dark cloud across the day 

You who the gospel preach. 
You twain must set the truth aright. 

With joy and peace and love; 
For in your souls shines forth the light 

Prom Jesus I Ihrisl albove. 

Put nothing in another's way. 

Beloved christian friends. 
On through your toils and earesj still pray; 

Till life's fleet journey ends. 
When at the resurrection dawn. 

Eternal life is given. 
We'll get our harp, our robe. OUT erown. 

The starJil Crown of heaven ! 



LIGHTIN' 0' THE LAMPS. 



Now I wurks a1 Wallner's, Tenth and Walnui Btreets 

Down upon de corner, whar dem street-cars meets 

I kin sweep the hV up, 

I kin wash de Clip; 
I kin wash de windows, and de eases fcoo, 
Now dis am my trouble, dat 1 tells tu yo 
Wen I gits ter hustlin' sellin' o 1 de stamps, 
Den hit rums er bustm'. LigiLtin' o' de Lamps! 

I kin sell de paper and de en verlopes 
An' all kinds o' perfumes, an' de toilet soaps; 
I kin sell de goose (pi ills, 
And de liber pills- 
Threads worn off de "lamp screw"— Boss sez: "Dig 
won't do. 

Some one ruined de hole too. Kd, I knows 'twas yo' " 
Den here rums er hard Frown an 1 my fingers Cramps 

We'ii I takes de job down, LightinVde Lamps. 

ShatVin' up de mantle, smashin' up de globe 
Oughter have er candle wif a little lobe. 

Dare would be no trouble, 

Joy'd den 'be double, 
Ef he had er ark-lamp hangin' V<m de wall, 

Wif er little switchboard answYin' ter his call. 
Den darVd be no sich days as wif gas I tamps, 
An' I'd nevahmore be, Lighfin' o' de Lamps. 
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Boss he am a\vatehin\ wif his eagle eye, 
Me he alus kotehin, 'case he's on de spy; 

Ef he'd only trust me. 

Dis is whut yo'd see: 
Lamps all trimmed an' burning glim Yin' wif de 
light. 

Ev'rytliirf er-turning,' sitch er party sight; 
Den I'd hah no trouble, neither pain nor cramps, 
AH would be a pleasure. Lightin' o' de Lamps. 

SWEET VALENTINE. 

There is a day that seemeth most divine, 

Sweet Valentine; 
When the swain sends -his maid his rarest line, 

Sweet Valentine. 
For love in his heart on that day awakes, 
Like a moth from its winter erys'lis breaks— 
Or vi 'lets that peep neath thy cottage eaves 
And hide from the snow faong the fallen leaves- 
Sweet Valentine! 

Lighl up the dell that windeth thru the heart. 

Sweet Valentine, 
Be for aye, to love-lorn man the angel thou art, 

Sweet Valentine; 
0, speak but one word. dear, sweet, gentle, kind, 

And waft from its gloominess, my wan mind- 
Then the glory shall forever be thine, 
And the love of my heart with thine entwine, 

Sweet Valentine! 
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A TRAMP'S DESIRE. 



When the wind is wailing, 
Over the frozen ground, 

Still, while it is hailing, 
A tramp is hanging 'round ; 

When snow covers the farm, 
Thus chilling his feeling, 

He wants to be a stealing 

Into a fanner's barn. 



THE BACHELOR'S SONG. 



While I keep my lopely hall, 
You are welcome, one and all, 
As I sing my little song; 

Stay, I Ml cheer von all day long, 
And sow my bachelor-buttons, 
And sow my bachelor-buttons, 

While this world is wild with glee, 

Ohime T now my song to time; 

In my bosom lurks no care. 

1 can loiter ev'rywhere ; 

And sow my bachelor-buttons, 

And sow my bachelor-buttons. 

0. deaf, what a happy life, 

For tin- man who has no wifV ' 
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To bind with sore distresses, 

And silk and satin dresses! 
While ? e sows his bachelor buttons, 
While 'e sows his baeheior-ibuttons. 

His heart is ever merry. 

His way is bright and cheery — 

No peevish baby crying, 

No jealous wife a-sighing ! 

While 'e sows his bachelor ^buttons. 
While he sows his bachelor-buttons. 

Ay! praise the Gtod who 'as given, 
A life so much like heaven— 
Quit it. Oh no, I'll nevcr^ 
But live happy forever! 
And sow my bachelor-buttons; 
And sow my bachelor-buttons! 



A KISS. 



As wo nil hope to live above, 
In that fair land of Miss, 

"Right now we both unite in love, 
By this our greeting kiss*. 

0. land of love, of joy and bliss, 
Sweet home beyond the grave. 

Thy mem'ries on those lips a kiss. 
Of this my bride so bravo. 
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AMERICAN STANDARD. 



Americans of all iron-clad wills, 
Forever are your minds content; 

With standard of ten tiny mills, 
Make one dark-colored copper cent. 

You count your standard in its prime; 
And how loudly do you hollow! 

Ten cents make one new silver dime— 
fen silvery dimes one dollar! 

Again yon say, 'tis all legal, 

Ten dollars make one gold eagle, 



TO A JONQUIL. 

Thou blushing sweet wee floweret, 

With petals all of yellow! 
My eyes have never seen as yet, 

Beauty so rare and mellow. 

May flourishing be thy numbered days, 

Of rain and shadows too ; 
May Sol embrace thee with his rays ; 

Luna kiss thee with her dew. 

Flow Vet, I wish I were the bee, 

That kisses thy sweet lips, 
And so kindly waits on thee. 

Thy nectar sweet to sip. 
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But oh. I've only wished in vain! 

Thou can'st not give me aid. 
Tho' had I chance to wish again, 

I'd ask for one fair maid. 

Then truly I could be the bee, 

To tend her ev'ry care, 
Just as the one that waits on thee— 

Her love and sorrows share! 

Flow 'ret, oh, that our sweetest maid, 
Could 'but blow and blush like thee! 
With man ever to lend her aid. 

How blissful life would be ! 

Then there would be a joyous birth, 
For ev'ry smiling lip, 
For Paradise would be on earth, 
And love of love would sip ! 

WHEN I AM NEAR THY SIDE 

When I am near thv side, 

I am in bliss; 
Since thy bright eyes me gtnde 

Thy sweet lips kiss. 

Naught has my heart to fear 

When thee 1 meet ; 
I love thy voice to hear, 

Singing so sweet. 
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I am in Paradise, 

Sweet joy and bliss ; 
Whene'er my month doth rise, 

Thy lips to kiss! 

Now, my sweet maiden fair, 

Coy as a dove, 
Only for thee I e are; 

Grant me thy love. 

Then we shall never part, 

Such bliss as this— 
Qdve me thy hand and heart, 
And lips to kiss. 

Now I am satisfied. 

With this sweet bliss; 
As I draw near thy side, 
Thy sweet lips kis.s! 



THE FISHERMAN'S LUCK. 

Crops, dey all is laid 'by; cotton, hits a-growin', 
Summer's breeze a-floatin' nigh, taint lack winter, 
snowin'. 

Darkies dey's a-settin' 'neaf a shady tree, 
'Cause dey all's a gettin' free ez free kin be. 
Some o' dem a-huntin' fer de sassy squir'l; 
Some o'dem a-stuntin \ whar de watahs whirl. 
But dis is de king sport— 'bout hit all's a-wishin', 
Fu' de watah's shady port, standin' dare a-fishin'' 
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gome dey catch dey sack full, all dat dey could 

pluck- 
Too, I got my sack full— full o' fishnmn's luck. 

Now, I knows Ps handy, dis is what I'll do, 
Ketch some fish fu' Mandy an' de chillun too— 
'Case de meat is all out, smokehouse sholy dry, 
So I'll ketch a big trout fu' de evenin's fry. 
I ain't got no money fu' to buy de line. 
Come on, Mandy, honey, twist me one o' twine! 
Hurry up yo' chullun, don' fool 'round so late. 
Bring a watah-millun an' some fresh fish bate. 
Mandy, we'n I comes back, honey, yo' will cluck, 
Wen I brings my sack full— full o* fishmun's luck! 

Chillun, shut de yard gate, follow in my wake, 
Tell we reach de cane-brake out upon de lake. 
Boys, now git a keen pole, fas 'en on yo' hook, 
Let's try in dat blue hole, down dare in de brook. 
Fas'en on yo' sinker, an yo' little cork. 
Learn tu be a tinker lack de 'boys o' York. 
Mammy she's a t'inkin', now o' whar we's about, 
But. boys we\s a-tinkin' 'bout a gread big trout. 
So, boy, w'en we strts 'home, wif all we can tuck. 
Specks we all will have soane, some o'fidkmun'fl taefc 

Son. data jest a nibble; let 'm teck a bite- 
See, now, how hit dibble— down— down out o' sight! 
Now he's go1 his moufful hold ontu yo 1 pole— 
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Up, up wif a quick pull— jeek him out de hole ! 
Lawsy mussy, honey, he's done broke de hook ; 
But he sho' looked funny scramblin' fu' de brook. 
Son, now don' yo' look hack'— fee a stronger, better; 
Jest say: "Umph, I draps back luck tu pick up bet- 
ter!" 

Now I got a Grinner; watch de sucker buck- 
Cot' him wif a minner; dat ain't fishmun's luck! 

Now all dat my h'art wish, fa'sened tu my hook 
Is a gread big cat-fish, f 'om dis babblin' brook. 
Let's go tu de lake, boys, whar de game fish bite ; 
Den we'll have our fill o' joys, jerkin' wif all might. 
Dare we'll find, "gargily" an' de " sunny brim"; 
An' de pike comes swimmin' by, lookin' gant an' 
slim. 

Dare we'll find de white purch, 'neaf a cypress 'nee, 
Black bass an' de lach an' such, free ez free kin be. 
Sho' we'll git a sackful, or we'll have to duck, 
Bf Ma sees dis sackful— full o' fishmun's luck! 

Hoddy do, Brer Remus, deab, come rat in. 
Come strait in, have a cheer, Honey, whar 's yo' been 1 
Feelin' fine, Sis Lizza Ann, been out on de lake; 
Tho't I'd go an' try my 'han', honey, here's de stake ! 
Now how is yo', Miss Lizza Ann? Honey, all I wish 
Is yo' would git yo' fryin' pan, an' fry us dese fish- 
All my poo' ole h'art kin wish: a place tu lay my 
head, 

An' a plate o' hard fryed fish, an' a pan o' bread. 
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Et tu heapin' big plateful— now de bones Ml suck, 
'Case I knows dat I ain't full— full o' fishmun's luck ! 

Mandy, fish bit mity bad on de lake an' brook; 
Wusses luck dat e'er I had wif my line an' hook! 
Tried my bes' tu ketch a trout, an' a buf 'lo too- 
Fished tell all de 'bate gin out, fu' a "gaspugoo"— 
Bless yo' soul, I pulled up some-- hut dey all drapped 
back, 

Honey, ez I had dem come, close besides my sack. 
Here I is, deah, wif my sack, honey, 1 can't strut, 
Fu' de wet clothes on my back, an' my hongry gut— 
An' my Wothesan' hide is full of blue mud an' muck; 
Too, ray sack hit sho' is full— full o' fishmun's luck ! 

Yo' ain't kotch none, Remus? We ain't got no meat! 
Lawsy, mussy on us! What us gwine tu eat? 
Staid out on de fish-pon' all de livelong day— 
Kotch some fish jk? sho's yo' born, teck yo' graf ' a- 
way! 

Specks yo' stopped at Lizza Ann's, long besides de 
road. 

Dare yo' stopped an' et an' dare yo' drapped yo' 
load. 

Shan't come in (lis house, stay all night out doo's. 
Got a lie stuffed in yo' mouf, honey, Mandy, kno's; 
An' gitch lies yo' mouf is full. "Mandy, I got stuck— 
An' my sack hit sho's full— full o' fishmun's luck!" 
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Miandy, honey, lei me in please; don't shei de <1<><>\ 

Ef yo' say yo' kno' I kin, sleep ral on de floo'. 

Now, ole I'mon, please be good— let me be your 
pard ; 

Honey, I'll bring in de wood, slioly I'll work hard 1 
Wurk fV yo' both night an' day. yo' my deah ole 

honey- 
Soon ez I draws down my pay, I'll bring yo' de 

money— 

Sleepin' in de ole eorn-cribs, layin' on de hay; 
Corn-cobs rabbin in yo* ribs tell de brak o' day. 

Honey, now my h'art is full, teek me out dis muek, 
Fur my sack is overfull— full o' fishmun's luck! 



AN EMBLEMATIC BOUQUET. 



To B. M. W., on finding a beautiful bouquet of 

red and white roses and honey suckles on my dress- 
er, I asked, "Whose is this?" whereupon she replied, 
"Ours!" and the next morning I handed her this 
poem : 

Ye rosebud red and hud of white, 
And thou sweet honey-suckle, 

Blend into true love's radiant light; 

Without a single puckle, 
Thou art a sight I love to see, 

A pleasant sweet reminder. 
An emblem true of "Bettie B" 

Wherever I may find her. 
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Ye bud with flourishing petals red 
And soft, velvety streaks, 

Looks unto me as when love sped, 
To blush on Bettie's cheeks! 

And ye with wee, snowy petals, 

Pure gem of Nature's art, 

Emblem of shrine where love settles 
In Bettie's noble heart. 

fe bouquet with such lovely hue, 

So richly rare and pretty, 
Art hut solely emhlem true. 

Of my lovely Bettie ! 
0. may love's ties forever be, 

As binding as a buckle; 
And bind my heart to Bettie's wee, 

As rose to honey-suckle! 



WHAT'S THE USE? 



Some months elapsed between this poem and its 
antecedent, "The Emblematic Bouquet." We had 
fallen out, and one morning while walking, meditat- 
ing the future and brooding the past, I suddenly ex- 
claimed: " What's the use?" So here it is: 

What is living but moving about, 
Buoyed with hope, and crushed down by doubt? 
What is the draught of breath we harp on as life? 
Naught but a sip of peace, a cupful of strife. 
What's the use? 
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Mainly, honey, let me in please ; don't diet de dob', 

Ef yo' say yo' kno' 1 kin. sleep rat on de floo\ 
Now, ole Umon, please be good— let me 'be your 
pard ; 

Honey, I'll bring in de wood, sholy I'll wurk hard! 
Wurk fn' yo* 'both night an' day. yo' my deah ole 
honey— 

Soon ez 1 draws down my pay, I'll bring yo 1 de 

money— 

Sleepin' in de ole GOrn-cribs, layiii' on de hay; 
Corn-cobs ruhbin in yo' ribs tell de brak o' day. 

Honey, now my h 'art is full, tech me oul dis much, 
For my sack is overfull—full o' fishmun's lock! 



AN EMBLEMATIC BOUQUET. 



To B. M. W., on finding a beautiful bouquet of 

red and white roses and honey suckles on my dress- 
er, 1 asked, "Whose is this?" whereupon she replied, 

"Ours!" and tlhe next morning I banded her this 
poem : 

Ye rosebud red and bnd of white. 

And thou sweet honey-suckle, 
Blend into true love's radianl light; 

Without a single puckle. 

Thou art a sight I love to see, 

A pleasant sweet reminder. 
An emblem true of " Bet I if B n 

Wherever I may find Jut. 
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Ye bud with flourishing petals red, 

And soft, velvety streaks, 
Looks unto me as when love sped, 

To blush on Bettie's eheeks! 
And ye with wee, snowy petals, 

Pure gem of Nature's art, 
Emblem of shrine where love settles 

In Bettie's noWe heart. 

Ye bouquet with such lovely hue, 

So richly rare and pretty, 
Art but solely em'blem true, 

Of my lovely Bettie! 
0. may love's ties forever be, 

As binding as a buckle ; 
And bind my heart to Bettie's wee, 

As rose to honey-suckle! 

WHAT'S THE USE? 

Some months elapsed between this poem and its 
antecedent, "The Emblematic Bouquet." We had 
fallen out, and one morning while walking, meditat- 
ing the future and brooding the past, I suddenly ex- 
claimed: "What's the use?" So here it is: 

What is living but moving about, 
Buoyed with hope, and crushed down by doubt? 
What is the draught of breath we harp on as life? 
Naught but a sip of peace, a cupful of strife. 
What's the use? 
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What is the place we call home, sweet home? 
Naught but a span of space where one may roam 
A midnight corner, a hard crust of bread- 
Cot for your feeble limbs, pillow for your head. 
What's the use? 

What is loving but acting a fool? 
And what's quitting but producing a rule? 
To break short the flight of ('lipid's fiery dart. 
Aimed at the core of an innocent heart— 
What's the use? 

What is marrying but getting trouble. 
Trifling 'way joy while sorrow is double'? 
What, then, is your state friend, after you're wed? 
Naught but a vial of wrath poured upon your head- 
What's the use? 

What is batching but living a man, 
Sporting and sleeping and rushing the can? 
Come when he's ready, and go when he please-* 
His brain is full of joy. his heart is at its ease- 
See, that's the use ! 



CONTENTMENT. 



A little log in de woods. 

Close by a splashin' stream; 
Whar I kin lay die soul and rest 

An' of fair heaven dream. 
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No cares o' dis cold woil' I feel, 
My h'art am light an' gay— 
Contentedly 1 set an' watch, 
Ma oldes' ehillun play. 

Ma witV holds, lovin', on her 'nee, 
Our wee 'baby blossom- 
Ma nan' Pse got deep in de pot 
0' -tatera an' opossum ! 



REMIT. 



I tell you now the saddest word. 

It sure will give a fit— 
The saddest man has ever heard 

Is. "Will you please 'remit?' " 



REJECTED MANUSCRIPT. 



Down to the daily press I go, 
With smiles upon my lips; 

A head full of poetic lore. 
A hand of manuscripts. 

Next day went, I down to the press, 
I wanted editor's tip — 
To my surprise, I got the best, 
His full rejection slip! 
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STAR OF THE MORNING'S DAWN. 

This poem is written and dedicated to Mr. Andrew 
Carnegie, the great Librarian. Its inspiration came 
At my first seeing the building of the Colored branch 
of the Louisville Free Library, donated by him. I 
only attempt to express my gratitude for the great 
kindness he is doing my people; and also the bless- 
ings he is bestowing upon all lands through his many 
schools and libraries. 

A star has risen in the Last ; 
it's brilliant diamond twinkling, 

Light, o'er the human firmament, 

Ayr! and anon is sprinkling. 
It gleameth thru the pitchy night, 
Where hordes for light are lighting; 

And with its quickening Ibeam of light 
Their altar tires is lighting. 

May God on high e'er grant it grace, 

To keep from dire distraction, 
The planetoids of farthest space, 

By its force of attraction ; 
God grant the pow'r most brilliant star. 

To span from pole to pole ; 
And blend thy rays both near and far 

In one harmonious whole. 

Twinkle, for aye! most brilliant star, 
Over this dark barren sod. 
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Thy radiant beams gleam from afar, 

Lit by the hand of God. 
The sphere of thy soft gentle ray 

No (human thought can scan it. 
It spangles forth from day to day, 
From planet on to planet. 

Both seer and sage unstint their praise ; 

The Bard breathes forth his lay, 
As the gleam of thy gentle rays, 

Cling to the flowers of May. 
Soon. Time will break thy dinging cord, 

And dire fate upon thee frown; 
Thru, thou wilt shine before the Lord. 

Bright Star of the Morning's Dawn. 



TO A FADED FLOWER. 



To a violet which faded on my coat at Natch 
Miss., March 8, 1906. 

Alas! thou sweet floweret wee. 

Fate blew a blighting breath. 
QpOD the delicate form o' thee ; 

Thou 'ast met untimely death! 
Thou blowest and blushest no more. 

Nfor sip'st the dew of night. 
Thy sweet, though short lived life is o'er, 

Thou seest no more the light 
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I can recall the selfsame day, 

When first, thy head did peep; 
And smile and blush in Sol's warm ray, 

Full wrapped in bud so deep! 
Still, stronger, thy slender form grew, 

Thy petals all unfold; 
Warmed by rays, and kissed by dew— 

A full blown gem of gold ! 

Thou wast dame Nature's only pride, 

Tho of such lowly birth. 
Fit but to adorn man's sweet bride, 

Thou rarest gem of earth! 
Vain! av vain! was the selfish strife 

That broke thy peaceful rest ; 
Some swain or maid ended thy life, 

To 'dorn a lovelorn breast ! 

Thy 'fume no more in air is flung— 

A rad'ant maiden fair, 
Has clip'd the stem to which thou clung, 

And left thy parent bare ! 
But flow 'ret the God who hath made, 

All in earth, all in sky: 
Decreed that thou should blow and fade, 

All else should live and die ! 

Now he who wails sweet flow 'ret 's fate, 
And all the rest of man, 
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Must meet that fate ay. soon or late, 
And scale their measured span! 

We are but flow'rs that blush and Mow, 
As flight of years rolls on— 

When each fair blossom comes and goes. 
Tis said: "He's dead and gone." 

We must, therefore, strive to do good, 

Whene'er, where'er we can; 
And bring about true brotherhood, 

Each man and felbnvman. 
And thus we'll live our little life, 

Of joy and peace and love; 
And rid fair earth of tears and strife, 

As serene heaven above! 

For, as the maid clipped of the stem, 

Where once a llow'r had been; 
So angels pluck earth's rarest gem, 

Immortal souls of men! 
Besolvest flower into air, 

From whence its life was giv'n — 
But man's soul shinest rich and rare, 

And 'sendeth into heav'n. 



The Ens.- That Eflooineth in My Heart, 
LULA JOHNSON'S SONG. 



Written in QuiBS Chapel, A. M. E. Church, Wed- 
nesday evening, October 16, 1907, while Miss Lula 
E. Johnson was singing, "Ave Maria." 

I haw heard the murk-bird singing, whm the or- 
chards were in bloom, 

And the melody o' his musie made the peacock don 
his plume; 

Ay! I've heard cock-robin-red-breast chirping on 
a sunny day ; 

The sky-lark soaring sky-ward, merrily sing his fes- 
tal lay; 

And the brown thrush and the bluebird thrill their 

treble little notes; 
And all the woodland songsters pouring songs forth 

from their throats- 
Rut none has touched so deeply, and not one has 

lasted as long, 
As the ever ringing cadence of sweet Lula Johnson's 

song! 

0, my soul has caught the music, as it softly floats 
along— 

Ah. the soul-entrancing music of sweet Lula John- 
son's song, 

If my feet shall ever falter, it shall cheer me on my 
way ; 
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Ay sustain and give me comfort-make my feeble 

spirit gay. . . 

a we need to have, my brothers, m our war of 

peace 'gainst strife, 
Is the cadence of sweet music sprinkled in to sweet- 

en life. 1 
It will sweeten all our bitters, which now seem so 

very long; 

If we have it soft and gentle, as sweet Lda John- 
son's song. 



When the breeze lias ceased to whisper and the night 

is soft and still, 
Save the awe-provoking shrilling of the ghastly 

whip-poor-will ! 
When the moon beams pour down brightly on the 

woodland, hill and dale; 
I have listened at my window, to the queenly night- 
in-gale! 

But no song of merry woodland, neither hill, nor 

dale, nor dell, 
lias ever smote my bosom, nor has made my spirit 

swell, 

Like the soid-inspiring music, that so softly glides 
along— 

0, so softly and so gently in sweet Lula Johnson's 
song! 
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In the lonely hours of midnight, when fair Luna 

'gins to pale 

I have heard her songs aringing, floating softly 0 n 
the gal* 1 . 

And 1 hope when dawns the morning, when I draw 

ray fleeting breath ; 
When my friends are hovered 'round me. and my 

eves arc closed in death— 
Ere you throw the sods upon me— 'pon my never 

heaving breast, 
While my body's lying silent and my soul is seeking 

rest- 
Then I'll wing straight home to glory, for the jour- 
ney won 't be long, 
On the spirit wafting music, of sweet, t/ula Johnson's 
song! 



A WATAH MILLUN SMILIN' ON DE VINE. 



Dere's a time, I say ma brudder, w.-'n dare's joy 

upon dis e'rth. 
Wen we chimes in wif eaeh udder tV de tings of 

greates' wurth; 

Wen de bees air all albuzzin' an' de nats air on de 
wing, 

An' de nestlings air a-fussin' an' de mammy birdies 

sing- 
Wen de sun peeps o'er de mountain fur ter tread 

his path of blue, 
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An' a little bafelin' fountili wif a quaff fur me an' 
vou— 

Den we set our time awhilin' an' de lights of heaben 
shine, 

Tis a watah millun smilin', sweetly smilin' on de 
vine! 

Wen de stars air all aglitter, and de moon beams 
jes' one beam, 

Den yo'r eyes begin to flitter an' yo' life is but a 
dream ! 

While yo' set d<are softly dreamin' oh de joys now 

Pom yo' gone- 
How de ghosts come up a teamm' of de sorrows to* 

ha.s b'oif . 

Den yo' feel a smile a-stealin' gently o'er yo'r troub- 
led faoe; 

An' wifin yV soul a feelin' seems ter grant thoo 
lovin' grace; 

A watah millun smilin', an' yo' ahms around hit, 
twine, 

A watah millun smilin', sweetly smilin' on de Tine. 

Wf'ri to' rise at erly morning wif yo' journey ter 
persue, 

An' at eve yo' feel lack groanin' fu' yo's wurked 
de hot day thru; 

When yo' chiflufl gadders 'round yo' in a happy lit- 
tle ban'. 
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An' yo' wife an' deah ole granny settin' dare so 
nobly, gran'; 

TV yo' reach yo' four-posted bed-stead, dare to 

dream away yo' care, 
To yo' fam'ly even bows 'head in yo' little evenin' 

pray'r— 

Den de chill un air a-sniilin' an' ole granny's 'bout 
tu pine, 

Fur dat watah millun smilin \ sweetly smilin' on de 
vine ! 

Wen yo's a ploughin' an' ahoein' out yo' cotton tu 
a stan,' 

An' yo' miliuns air agrowin' 'way down in dat bot- 
tom lan'; 

Wen de trees air all a-'bloomin' fu tu make de sum- 
mer shade: 

An' sweet flowers air perl'umin' an' (ley fruit is mos' 
nigh made— 

0, de life dat. den yo's living "In de good ole sum- 
mer time," 

Pur de joys to friends yo' air giving makes yo' 

life simply sublime! 
At de red meat all is smilin' swahin' hits juice is 

sweet and fine 
Juiee of dat millun smilin'. dat was smilin' on de 

vine! 

In de long hot days of summer w'en yo' crops air 
all dun made. 
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And yo's settin' lack a drummer in de spreadin' oak 
tree shade; 

Den jo feels yo's wurth a billion dare upon yo 1 low- 
ly seat; 

Wen to' cuts dat red meat millun, dare a-layin' at 
yo ' feet ; 

Jes' den yo' stahts a-bickiiir fur de nectars foun- 
tain 'e sprung, 

We'll de juice hit am a-tricklin' 'round de palate of 
de tongue, 

Den yo' looks t 'wards heben smilin', as yo' soul an' 
body dine. 

On a watah millun smilin', sweetly smilin' f'om de 
fine. 

Yo 'kin talk erbput (lis e'rth. now call hit Ian' ob sin 
an' vice — 

Countin' up hit's joys an' pleasures, hits wurth 

more'n paradise. 
De little angels up in heaben, far, far above, 
Wif jes' one command dem giben— dats tu sing dat 

"God is love:" 
Nerah had no chance tu live here, sich a life o 'mirth 

an' glee; 

None o' erth's joys none o' toil an' care, only heaben 

dey can see, 

Has ha.] no chance tu be-a-smilm*, nor on erth's bes' 
fruit tu dine, 

A watah millun smilin'. sweetly smilin' on de vine! 
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Wen I reach de Ian* oh glory, in de sweet, sweet by 
an' 'bye, 

Dea I'll tell de ole, ole story, in de manshions 'yond 
de sky, 

How yo cares and griefs all double on dis pilgrim- 
age of life ; 

Ob yo' love an' joy aiT trouble, an' yo war o' peace 
gainst strife, 

How yo' sat in midnight corners nawm' on a crust 
o' 'bread. 

Den ertoout de tram]) an' joaners wif no place tu lay 

his head- 
Wen he comes up dare a-snidin' an' a swahin' "F| 

feelin' fine." 

Wen he stealcd yo' millun sniilin \ sweetly snnlin' 
fora de vine, 

Wen death breaks dis mortal tie. an' Tse layin' in 
de prave. 

An' my soul is restin' high .jes' beyond sweet dor- 
dan's wave. 

May I find de tree ob life wit' hits many dozen 

fruits- 
Den' will peace hah conquered strife, in de lan * dat 

suits— 

Jes 1 den has my joys begun 'creasm' by de billion, 
Ef in its fruits 1 finds jes' one red-meat watah 

millun, 

Put me deep wYn Pse smilin', lay me on de line 
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By 1 watak millun smilim. sweetly smilin' on de 
Tine! 



A TRUE WOMAN. 

This world without a true woman. 
Oh, painful would it be ; 

It then would be without a man, 
Oh, yes, without poor me. 

This boundless land from sea to sea, 
A nation strong and grand; 

Twould discontinue so to be, 
Without a true woman. 

Oh, may this world forever stand, 
Home of the brave and free; 
Crown 'd by a grand and true woman 
A home of love for me. 



AN EFFORT TO REMAIN IN SCHOOL. 



On Saturday, March 1, 1902, I left Alcorn and 
went home in order to earn money enough to defray 
mr expenses for the year 1902- '03. I began work 
as soon as I reached home and labored on father's 
farm until the last week in June, '02. I had seen 
by that time that there was nothing to be realized 
from that source but a disastrous failure. 
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I then acted as agent for the Zion Record, publish- 
ed by Rev. R. A. Adams, 29 St. Catherine Street, 
Natchez, Miss., till August 20, 1902. Knowing that 
there was a dormitory to be built for girls at Alcorn, 
I went up there, hoping to get work and to be there 
when school opened. On arriving, 1 failed to get 
any employment. 1 had no money. The boarding 
hall was run by boys who had stayed over summer. 
Finding I was unemployed, they refused to let me 
take meals with them. There I was, friendless and 
penniless, without a bite of bread and nowhere to 
lay my head. To drive the wolf of starvation away 
and to keep from being devoured. 1 made arrange- 
ments with President Lanier, to cut wood for some- 
thing to eat until school opened September 2, 1902. 

When school opened, the faculty met the first day 
and distributed the positions to the eligibles. On 
going down to the hall to take my first meal, to my 
surprise, I found that 1 had been awarded the po- 
sition of waiter. To hold a position, or even remain 
on the campus, you must matriculate within three 
days after school starts, if there when it opens, or 
after you arrive, if not. 1 then wrote home for the 
matriculation fee ($13), as [ had labored there all 
summer. As that letter was sealed, my destiny was 
sealed in it. It was one that hauled my anchor of 
hope; yes. one to bring tidings of joy and crowning 
success, or the gloom of a disastrous failure. Thus 
having my hope sealed I placed across it. "In haste." 
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The night of its return was a dark rainy one. As 
all sat discussing different events that had trans- 
pired since the new session had begun, suddenly a 
whistle was heard. How our hearts throbbed with 
gladness, as we exclaimed, ' ' There ; that's the mail!" 

Dear reader, you can not imagine how overjoyed 
I was. 1 kiMw that hag contained a letter for me. 
So anxious was I to receive it, I did not trust any 
one. but rushed to the office, and ere long my name 
was called. I opened it then and there with an 
eager look for a green piece of paper styled a " Mon- 
ey Order." I looked, hut found it not. All hope 
vanished ; joy faded, and gloom hovered over me. 
A feeling I never before had, nor since, and I hope 
never again to have, electrified my body. It was 
then raining at full headway; the lightning flashed, 
the thunders pealed nut peal after peal, each suc- 
ceeding one louder than the first. By this time all 
had gone to bed but me. 1 thought thought after 
thought, prayed prayer after prayer, sent up cry 
after cry. while dropped tear after tear. I went to 
bed but could not sleep. T then thought on this sub- 
ject: "0. God, Wilt Thou TIelp Me in School!" 
After writing it, my feelings were changed, gloom 
dispelled and "Smiling Hope" returned with joyous 
tidings of happiness and a blissful future: 
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0, GOD, WILT THOU HELP ME IN SCHOOL? 

0, God. to Tfcee who knowesl aD things, 

To Thee each being his praises brings j 
In heaven, earth, or sea. or sky— 

Tho 1 night to Thee. I raise my cry. 

Tho' rrighl as Thou doth know tihe why ; 

The why I make each tearful sigh. 
Hast Thou not crowned and blest my way? 

Why, then, hast Thou i'ors;ik n today! 

Tonight, while in my deepest grief, 
Come now with Thy sweetest relief j 

Thou knowest that I've done my best, 
0, give my pond 'ring soul some rest. 

Tonight, 0 God, grant all to know, 

For man to reap, he first must sow. 
To know to have both bread and swine. 

lie must reap all at harvest time. 

Tonight, 0 God, to Thee I plead, 
Thou must protect me. guide and lead. 

Through this, which is my darkest night, 
Today when Thou shall give me light. 

Tonight my heart does bleed with pain 
As murky clouds drip down the rain. 
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0, God, heal me of this heartache, 
For Thy own dear Son, Jesus' sake. 

Tonight compass me grief and fears, 

Tonight while drip heart-broken tears; 
There seems to he no one to save 
My weeping soul from chilly grave 

Tonight as I Thy servant pray, 
To Thee to turn darkness away; 

And change my many binding fears 
To brighter hope for future years. 

0. restless soul thou canst not sleep, 
Thou art tossM like a ship on deep 

Toss'd by surge of mighty wave, 
With none to share and none to gave. 

0, God, in Thee I now believe, 
Since life in Thee I do receive; 

1 pray thee now with trembling fear. 
To my sad soul draw near, draw near . 

0. God. Thou knowest this night I dread 
As 'twere to numb'r me with the dead; 

I plead to Thee as by a rule, 
0. God, wilt Thou help me in school? 

Tonight, 0, God, darkness and gloom 
Hang o'er me like a cloud to doom. 
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1 cry while sitting on this stool, 
0, God, wilt Thou help me in school? 

O'er this wide world my mind does roam 
So many mile* away from home; 

With thought wrapt like thread on a spool, 
0, God, wilt Thou help me in school? 

0, God, I ask of Thee one boon, 
'Domed as a bride to meet her groom ; 

I cry as when bathed in a pool, 
0, God, wilt Thou help me in school? 

Now while time's wave roll o'er mv mind. 

For Thy wisdom, I ever pine ; 
I pine not in folly o' a fool. 
0, God, wilt Thou help me in school? 

0, may I now look up and smile 

As when in mirth a little child. 
When playing in the shade so cool— 

0, God, wilt Thou help me in school? 

0, when life's journey nears its end, 
And friend, so dear, must part from friend, 

To bathe in Thy 'beautiful pool— 
0, God, wilt Thou help me in school? 

0, days of woe, 0, do relent, 
For all my sins I now repent, 
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To bathe in Siloam's ancient pool, 
0, God rig-lit now help me in school. 

0, when this stormy life is o'er, 
I moor my boat on 'tern'ty's shore; 

Then shall I cross life's mortal pool, ' 
And God will then help me in school. 

My soul will not have contentment, 
Till death gives life real commencement, 

My soul shall rest at brink of pool, 
Just then God hast helped me in school! 



THE SUNNY SOUTH. 

Down in this clime, 

Tht i summer time, 
The north wind, hard opposes; 
For we know well, blow liliy bell, 
And sweetest of earth's roses. 

The song of nature's mouth, 
Ts the bright Sunny South, 
Where peeps the violet blue; 
And birds of Spring so sweetly sing, 
Their songs for me and you. 

Tn Dixie land. 
The noble band 
Sings: "Home o' the brave and free; 
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Be Lih'tv's heart a Strong bravo heart; 
And ring with mirth and glee!" 

The morning sun, 

Will ever run, 
And shine on tho rippling stream; 
While nature's bright with golden light, 
And lulls us in a dream! 

The sweet perfume, 

Of flow'rs that bloom, 
Break 'pon the scenting nose, 
And you arise in paradise, 
When blows the scarlet rose. 

His 'freshing shade; 

For the blushing maid, 
Spreads th' oak, from boughs above— 
A swain's sueing, his heart's wooing, 
And blazing with mad love! 

The planter plods, 

O'er turfy sods, 
And heaven sends the rain ; 
He gathers last a harvest vast, 
His sheaves of golden grain ! 

Here sorrows cease, 
And blessed peaeo. 
Shall never from us roam; 
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For joy and love from high above, 
Bind ev'ry south-land home. 

So when I die, 

Here let me lie— 
The last words from my mouth: 
"Let V slllltfber deep in peaceful sleep. 
In 'heart o' bright Sunny South!" 

PARODY : A PSALM OF LOVE. 



(With apologies to Mr. Longfellow.) 

As I lie douched in slumbers. 

Of blissful life I dream. 
Hate's a foe that causes great blunders, 

But love's just what it seems. 

Love is sweet, real and honest! 

And your heart is not its goal; 
From God it is and to God returnest, 

So love a maiden's soul. 

Love enjoyment, and not sorrow. 

Is our loving end of way ; 
But so love, that each tomorrow, 
Finds us dearer than today. 

Hate is long, but love is fleeting, 
So each one his heart should seareh, 
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While the bridegroom's heart is beating, 
Wedding marches to the church. 

In dear love's broad field of battle, 

In the bivouac of life, 
Be not like dumb driven cattle! 

Be a lover in the strife! 

Trust no love, however pleasant, 

Make your lover do what lie said. 

Love— love in living present! 
Love within, and G-od overhead ! 

Love of lovers all remind as 

We can make our love sublime. 
And, when marrying leave behind us, 
Love chords in the heart of time. 

Love chords that perhaps another, 
Sailing o'er love's solemn main, 

A love-lorn and heartbroken lover, 
Seeing, shall make love again. 

Let us, then be up and loving, 
With that love to win our male ; 

Love achieving, love pursuing, 
Learn to love and marry straight! 
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A PRAYER. 

Dear Lord. I ask Thee not for gold. 
Nor diamonds rich and rare, 

But Thy sweet comfort to my soul, 
When sorrow broods with care, 

Dear Lord, 1 ask Thee not again, 
For things of sinful worth ; 

Nor for the fame man seeks is vain. 
Nor ruling of the earth. 

I ask, dear Lord. Thy grace impart. 
Thy truth from high above; 
Make ev'ry wayward human heart. 
A temple for Thy love. 

I ask. dear Lord, Thy holy light, 
To guide our trembling feel ; 

To paths of love, and truth and right. 
And Tli \ communion sweet ! 

I ask. dear Lord. Thy grace divine 
Be sent from heav n above ; 
And ev*rv human soul entwine. 
In Christian faith and love: 

I ask, dear Lord. Thy holy One. 

Our burdened souls to guide; 
And that Thy holy will 'be done. 

Till we gather at Thy side. 
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TO HEART OF OAK SERIES. 



On having finished reading book Four, at Bvadale 
Ark., August 8, 1904. 

Now rare sweet volume pass away. 

Forever from my sight, 
Shall 'ruse no more thy page by day. 

Nor ponder o'er't by night. 

What joy thou gav'st! Who ean suppose? 

In brief hours of spare time— 
My mind thou gavesl verse and prose, 

Enchanting in their chime. 

How many are the precious thoughts, 

From thy pure classic lore; 
Now to my silly mind, are brought 

Across oblivion's shore! 

Now holy volume take thy leave. 

Upon library's shelf. 
From thee some friend'll learn, I b'lieve, 

Wisdom as did myself. 

Continue holy and at rest, 

I implore thee, God 's grace; 
With other volumes, sacred blest— 

Enlight the human race ! 
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TO ETHIOPIA. 



Ay, list thou fair, sweet, gentle maid, ay list I say, 
A v. list and turn an ear to mv sonorous lav— 
Though no Saxon bard ever formed a line, 
In honor of thv beauty, which like crystal shine! 
Thou has! ne'er complained- nor hast thou Deed to 
fear. 

The Saxon pen— for in thy race, ev'ry Saxon bard, 
his peer! 

Peers, sages and bank whose wisdom and lays will 

live; 

Sacred her'tage of man: divine 'spiration give. 
In all loveliness, my pen paints a form of thee 

For deep down in my soul, by post 's eye, l see— 

Thy rare captivating charms of embellished grace. 
Are the emblems w'e which noble virtue stamped thy 
face. 

Every true-hearted man. who thy face has seen. 
Holds thy stature goddess of love, fair maiden queen ! 
Tis with all fondness of my heart, fair maid I strive ; 
That henceforth through all ages thy name may sur- 
vive! 

Thus 'by the feeble scri'bblings of an unknown pen, 
'Serve it a guiding star* to unborn sons of men, 
That, when in dire distress, some* heart-brok'n lover 
pines. 

May his pond 'ring eyes fall upon these faded lines; 
May his soul from its direful state awake- 
Crying: "Eureka, eureka! for poor man's sake; 
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There once lived a maid with charms to soothe, 
Heart-broken love: a tempest raging soul could 
smooth. 

Possessed of all the virtues of angels above — 
A face of smiles, a joyous soul, a heart of love! 
She the greatest boon toman, God e'er gave; 
Sleeps, now for ayel in silence in a mould* ring grave. 

But, still -her virtues guide man. from that blest 

abode, 

Whilst her soul's singing, aye the praises of the 
Lord!" 



THE MORNING STAR. 



To Miss A. B. B. 



Thou art fair maid the Morning Star, 

The guide of dawning day; 
And send'si thy diamond sparkles Ear, 

To wake the flowYs of May! 

Thou maketh earth to bloom anew, 

A boon thou Yt wont to give; 
And spfflesl out the morning dew. 

Thai all may blush and live. 

Thou guard'st us with a hand of might, 
And ne'er showest a frown— 

Lull's! ns to sleep when eomelh oight, 
And wak'st us with the dawn. 
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To thee fair maid, hath God given, 
All power near and far; 

And made thee guardian of heaven. 
The brightest morning star! 



THE END. 

As thru life man wearily wends, 
And o'er life's journey runs his race; 

Rough, plain, or straighl or round the bonds, 
Putting in the distance his fleetest friend, 

At last he comes a halting place, 
A place of rest — life's journey's end. 



